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“had been hours mbout thelr buainess and then whore they make kings, We do It too, we of the
However, ha brought me & Nue Coupefarrets”
satd I, "1 leave yonu, mlon. to make
What's ths seot,

expeoted breakfast,

meal, and 1 thade bo eotnplaint that |t was a poot

ane

e 0 mal
FOi HEVS shrangy aelansoet 38 (2 Goues oppo: He dropped the pollticiun and was all innkespe:

gite, mald L

Ho atarted, and the thin wine he was esttlng

yefore me splashed over on the table,
“What neighhors?"

“Why, they who close thelr shutters when ather
folik would keep them opent, and open them when whut [ ask (o

“Lant nlgl

othere koep them shut,” I sald alrily.
I saw three men in {he window opponite mine
Ho Jaughed,
“Ala, my Iad, your head ia not used to our Parls
wines, That Is how you come to meo vislons"
“Nopsgense,” 1 crled, nettled, "Your wine s too
well wMoreti for that, let wmo toll you, Maltre
Jacgues."
“Then you dreamed It,"” he sald hufily.

twenty years."

Now, I had plenty to troubls ebout without
troubling my hoads over nighthawks, but I was
voxed with him for putting me off. EBo, with a
fine cones!t of my own shrewdness, I eald:

“If it was only a droam how came you to eplll
the wine?"”

Heo gave me a keen glance, and then with a look
round to seo that no ohe was by leaned across the
tablie up to me,

“You are sharp as a gimlet,” said he, “I sea I
may es well tell yon first as last. Marry, and you
will have {t, the place is haunted.”

“Holy Virgin!"” 1 cried, crossing myself,

“Aye. Twenty years ago, in the great massacrs
—you know naught of that: you were not born, |
take {t, and, besides, are & country boy. Buti I
was hera and I know. A man dared not stir out
of doors that dark day. The gutters ran hlood.”

“And that house—what happened in that honse?"

“Why, it was the house of a Huguenot gentle-
man, ‘M, de Bethune,” he answered, bringing out
the name hesitatingly in a low volca. “They were

all put to the sword—the whole household, It was
Gulge's werk., The Due de Cuire gat on his white
horse in this very sigot here while it was going
on. Parblen! that was a day.”
' “Mon dlen! yes."

“Well, that Is an old story now,"” ' he resumed in
e different tone. “One-and-taventy years ago that
was, Suack things dom't happsn now. But the
people, they have not forgotten; they will not go
near that house. No one will live there.”

“And have others seen as well an 17"
“So they say. But I'll not let it he talked of on
+«my premises. Folk might get to think them too

. mear the haunted housa ’Tis another matter with

you, thoagh, eince you have had the vislon.”

“There were three mwien,” I'gald, “young men, In
sombre dresg’——

“M. de Bethune and his cousins.
Did you bhéar shrieks?”

""Phere wiis naught further,” 1 said. shudderiar.
“] saw theva for the spice of a lightning flash,
plaip as I s4s you. The next'minute the shutters
were closed jgaln.”

“"is 2 mui~vael,"” he answered gravely. “But I
know what has disturbed them in their graves,
the heretics! It is that they have lost thelr
leader.”

I stared atihim blankly, and he added:

“Their Henry of Navarre,”

“But he is pot lost. Therethas been no hattle”

“Lost to them,” saidi Maitre.Jacques, “when he
turns Catholie.”

“Oh!” I cried. .

“Oh!" he mocked. “Yowscome from the coun-
try;: you don't know these things."

“But the King of Navarre is too stiff-necked a
herotie!”

“Bah! Time bends the stiffest neck. Tell ma
this: for what dorthe learned doctors sit in council
at Mantes?”

“Oh,” sald T, bewildered, “you tell me news,
Maitre Jacques.”

“If Henry of Navarre be not aCatholic before
the month is out spit me on my own jack,” he
answered, eying me rather keenly ‘as he added:

“It should be welcome news to ywou."

Welcome was it; It made plain the reason of
monsgicur’s chunge of ‘base. Yet It .was my duty
to be discre

“I am glad\to hear of any hereticicoming to the
faith,” I said.

“Pghaw!"” he: eried. "ﬁy
tenses! 'Tis an' open secre
goneover to Navarre,"

“T know naugiit of it.”

“Well, pardieu’ my Lord' Mayemne does then
If when he came fo Paris M. de St, Quentin count-
od that the Leaguei would not knowihis par!
he was a fool.”

“His parleyings?' 1 echoed feehly.

“Aye, the boy in the strest knows he hus heen
with Navarre. For, mark you, all France has been
wondering these many months where St, Quentin
was coming out. His movements dn not | 10
noted like a yokel’s. But, {' faith, he 15 not Aull:
ke undorstandds that well eénough. Nay, ‘tis mv
balief he came into the city in pure ¢ ﬂ'll'nmwl\' 10
show them how much he dared, IHe i3 2 bold bin
your duke. And, mon ditm! it hod its et
the Leaguers have been so with nate
ment ever singe that they have not ralsed
agalnst him.™

What further?

the devil with pre-
that yourgpatron has

il

el

nish-

n fAnger

“Yel you do not'think him safe?"”

“Safe, say you? Safe!  Pardieu! if you widked
into 8 cane of lions and they did not in t} first
instant eat you wonid yvon thorefore foe) ? He
was stark mad to cowme to Parf There {8 no man
the League hateg more, now they know they hava
lost him, and o man they can ciford so (1l
gpare to K Honys A great Catholie nobla, he
would | at and drink to the Bearnais, Ho w
niad to come here,'

“And yvot nothing has h encd to him.”

“Verily, fortung favors the bray No. not
has happened—yot. * But I t=11 you Iix, i
had rathep ! the poor innkeeper of the A 1
de Dien than stand in M. de St Quentin's sh 4

“T was talking with the men here last nlg I
gald “There was not one it had a good word
for monsicur.'

“Ayve, so they hav Fhey like hiz pluck, And
iIf the League kil him It quit eani
that the peopie will rise up and
ively., But that will not profit M
if he 15 dead.”

I would not be dampencd, though, by &n old
cronk

“Niay, maitre, if the peaple are with him th
League will not dare”—-r

“There you fool vourself, my springald. 11t '
I8 one thing which the nobles of the Learue nei-
ther know nor care about it is what the ne
think. They sit wrangling over their French
League and their Spanish League, their kings and
their princesses, and what this lord does and that
lord threatens, and they give no heed at all to us
—ud, the people. But they will find out thelr mis-
take. Some day they will be taught that the no-
bles are not all of France. There will come a rock
oring when more blood will flow in Paris than
over flowed on St. Bartholomew's day, They think
wa are chalned down, do they? Pardieu! there
wiil come lay!"”

4 day.

kuew the

I scarcely man; hig face was {lughed,

his eyes sparkling as 12 they saw more than the
ommon room and mean street.  Dat as 1 stared
the glow fnded, and he gald in a lower tone;
lew t will' happen unless Henry of Nao-
var cOmes 10 save us from it. Ho is a g wad fel-
Jow, this Navarre®
“They say ‘he can never enter Parje"
'hes iy lies It him bur lesve kg horesies
behind him and ) wain enter Pards to-morrow.’
“Nayuony : t think so0."
“Noi hut Mayvenne knows little of what poes on
ITe does not keop an inn in the Rue Conpejarret
e slate W facl so gravely that I had to laugh
“Luaugh if you ke but T tell yvou, Fellx Broux,

.y lord’s councll chnmber is not the only place

k!

1ngn,

“Wall "
f muet be off to my duke,
tret"

n & eecond,

“The Jingling In his pouch,
proof f9 that no one has lived in that houns thess ut parting and hoped to see me agaln at his inn. door cf

&y in the Rue Co

He laughed; he could afford to, wi

Ho embraced me t

"A crowal" 1 orled i Indigaation. "Do you
think T am made of crowne? Romember, I am nol
yet Minister Tinance."

“No, but poon will be,"” ke grinned. “Besides,

Hitle enouegh, God knows. Do you
it (hlak food {8 cheap in o K

“Then I pray Navnrre ¥ comyo enon and end
it

"Amen to that,” sald old Jucquis quite gravely
"If Lhe comes n Catholle it sannol be too sco

I eounted out my pennies with a last grumbla

“They ought to call this ths Rue Conpeboursss.”

my silver

nderly

“You may be Iellx anybody for all It avalia:
you cantot pes monafane”

“Theit 1 will ges Vieo" Vigo waa monsieur'a
Muster of Horee, the stanchest man in France, This
sentry wna nobod) a common fellow ploked
up eltice mongion: ', Quentin, but Vigo had
Loen at his wlde thers twenly yoars,

“Vigo, say you! Vipo doesa nt aie strect boys.”

I am hio elreet oy 1 eried angrily. I know
Vigo well, You sha!l exmart for ting me when

I have mons BT

‘Aye, you haval Po off with you, rasocal,
[ have no time ¢ with you."”

it ] 1, Put he had turned his
bark me and reeumned his pacing up and down
AL} < '
-t !

on v we'l for vou, monsionr,” 1 eried out
loudiy, ! g he cculd hear me. “But you will
laugh t'ot! gide of your mouth by and dby. Ul

pay you «
It w to be halted like this at the

fool of me. But while
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Conite de Mar, who had fung me under the wheols,

1 hind never before recn the Comte de Mar, that
epolled only son of M, 18 Due's, who was too flus
for the country, too gay to share hla father's exile,
Maybe 1 waa lenloun of the love hia faather bove
hilm, which he #=o littio repaid. 1 had nover thought
to ke him, St Quentin thonzh he were! and now
thint 1 =aw him 1 hated him. H!s handsome face
looked vgly encusgl to ma as he struck me that
Ilow.

I went pleng tho Parls strecta blindly, the din of
oy own (houghts lauder than all the nolses of thn
olty.” But I could not remaln {n this tranae for-
evor, and at length I woke to two unpleasant fucts
—first, 1 had no ldea whera I was, and, second, 1
should be no better oft If I knew,

Never while there romalned [n ma the snirit of
a man would I go back to monsiear; never would
I serve the Comte de Mar, And it waes equally
ohLvious that naver o long ps my father retained
the gnirit that was his could | return to 8t. Quen-
iin with the account of my morning's achieve-

foroing an entrance into that banned house, I
wos an ldle boy, foot-lvose and free to do what-
ever mad mischief presented {tself, Here was tho
house juet acropa the street,

Neglected as It was, It remalned the most pre-
tentious edifice in the row, belng large and flaunt-
{ne a half-defaced coat-of-arms over tho door,
Sueh n house mizht well boast two entrances, 1
heped 1t dld, for there was no use [n trying to bat-
ter down this deor with the eye of the Rue Coupe-
fariets upon me. [ turned along the glde street,
pr ! oafter explering several muck-heaped alloys

st ene that led me Into a amall equare court
tounded on three £ldes by a tall house with shut.
tered windows

Fortune wus favoring me, But how to galn en-
trance, The two deors were both firmly fastened.
I'lin windows on the ground floor were small, high
and fron-shutlered. Abave one or to shutters
swung haif open, but 1 could not climb, the smooth
wall, Yet I did not despair; 1 was not without
experience of shutters. [ gelected one closed not
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They awere fighting each other, Yeux-gris and Gervair. The latter was almost trampling on me.

1 to my had uot me 10 Paris
jarret
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He looked me up and down with a grin

ol 1 moen! Well, my m
v M. le Do 3 notl recelvine to
am Felix Broux.” 1 told him,

inquire

1T morning
nd gay

ish in tr ih

I—t0

n
my
Lt |

Quartier Marais,

Onece

is all

I down to
¢, therefore
it

to
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I was

1S must
1 100ked at the
! Ledr busi-
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I debated whether to set up an outery that would
i

bring forward some officer with more sense than
the surly » ¥, or whether to seek some other
e1 e | became aware of a sudden bustle in

the courtyard, a narrow slice of which 1 could see
(hrough the gateway. A page dashed across; then
q palr of lunkeys passed. There was some nolse
of volees, and finally of hoofs and wheels. Half a
dozen men-at-arms$ ran to the gates and swung
them open, taking their stend on each side, Clearly
M. 1l Due was about to drive out.

A littla knot of people had quickly collected—
prang from hetween the stones of the pavement,
It would scem—to sce monsieur emerge

‘He is a bold man,” [ heard one say, and a
woman answer, ‘Ave, and a handsome,” ere the
heavy coach rolled out of the arch.

I pushed myself in closa to the guardsmen, my
teart thumping in my throat now that the moment
had come when I should see my monsiear. At the
afght of hiz face I sprang bodily up on the coach

step, crying, all my soul in my voice, “Oh, mon-
eicur! M, le Due!™ ;
Monsleur looked at me coldly, Plankly, without

a liint of recognition. The next ingtant the voung
gentioman beslde him sprang up and struck me a
w that hurled me oft the step, 1 fell where the
miderous wheeds wenld have ended me had not a
gudrdsman, qulek and kind, pulled me out of the

wiiy. Szme one shouted, *Assassin!™
I am no assassin,” 1 erled; I only sought to

with m jeur.*
He deserves o hiding, the young cur,” growled
¢, the gentry. “He's been pestering me this
hour to let im in. He was one of monsieur's
AMongieur wonld see him, Well, we

N6 i vid
’ Vi

i how monsiear treats him!

Faith, 1 suld another. “We have only seen

Vo ng gentleman treats him, Of course

i y proud and dainty to let a common man
ok at him."

I'he luueghied; the young gentlemag seemed

no

Parblea! that was why T drew him from the

{ inse he knocked him there,” sald my
1 Vil [ don't believe there's harm {n the

) Whit meant you, lad?"

I mieant no harm.” I sald, and turned sullenly

ip the str Thisg, then, was what I had come

Paris for—#o he denfed entrance to the house,

wn under the eoach wheels and threatened
th a drubbing from the lackeys!

For three vears my only thought had bheen (o
monsieut From waking in the morning to
tndeht my whole life was monsienr's, Never

ore cheerfully paid. Never did acolyte

vaow his soul into his service than ! into

Never did lover hate to be parted from his

ore than I from monsfeur. The journey

1o v had Leen a journey to Paradise. And
1 | '

v ir had looked me in the face and not

led: had heard mae besgesch him and not an-

e not Llted o finger 1o save me from being

mangied under his very eyes St Quentin and
b ) two vory different places, it appeared.
AL St Quentin monsieur had been pleased to take

into the chateau and treat me to more inti-
macy than he accorded to the high-born lads, his

other pages, So much the easler, then, to cast me
off when he had tired of me. My heart seethed
with rage and bitterness against monsieir, against
the sentry and, more than all, against the youus

ments. It was just here that, looking at the busi-
ness with my father's eyes, I began to have a su:-
picion that I had behaved like an insolent young
fool. But I was still too angry to acknowledge [t

Remained then but one course—to stay in Paris
and keep from starvatlon ns best | might,

My thrifty father had not seen fit to furnish me
any money to throw away in the follles of the
town. He had caleulated closely what I should
need to take me to monsienr, with a little margin
for accidents; so that after paying Maitre Jacques
I had hardly two pleces to jingle together.

For three vears 1 had browsed my fill in the
duke's library; 1 could write a decent letter hoth
in my own tongue and in Italian, thanks to father
“rancesco, monsleur's Florentine confessor, and
handle 4 sword none so badly, thanks to monsicur;
and 1 felt that it should not be hard to pick up a
livelihood. But how to sturt about it I had no
notion, and finally I made up my mind to go and
consult him whom I now called my one friend in
Parig, Jacques the fnnkeeper.

"P'was cagier said than done. T had strayed out
o! the friendly Rue St, Denis into a network of
dark and narrow ways that might have been lald
out by a wily old stag with the dogs hot on him,
80 did they twist and turn and double en them-
gelves, [ could make my way only at a snail's
pace, asking new guidance at every corner. Noon
was long past when at length I eame on laggard
feet around the corner by the Amour de Dien,

Yot was it not fatigue that weighted my feet,
but pride. Though 1 had resolved to seek out
Maitre Jacques, still '"twas a hatetul thing to enter
ag suppliant where I had been the patron. 1 had
paid for my breakfast like a lord, but I shonid
have to beg for my dinner. I had bragged of mon
gleur's fondness, and I shonld have to tell how |
had been flung under the coach wheels, My pace
slackened to a stop. I could not bring myself to
enter the door. I tried to think how to bette my
story, 8o o tell it that it should redound to my
eredit, But my invention stuck in my paie,

As | stood striving to summon up a jaunty de-
meanor 1 found mysell gazing straight at the shut-
tered house, and of a sudden my thougths shifted
back to my vision,

Those murdercd Huguenots, dead and gone cre
I was born, had appeared to me as plain a8 the
mon | passed in the strect. Though I had beheld
them but the space of a lightning Hash ‘I could
call up their faces like those of my comrades, One,
the nearest me, was small, pale, with pinched,
sharp face, somewhat rat-like, The second man
was conspletsusly big and burly, block-haired and
bearded. The third and youngest--all three were
voung—stood with his hand on Blackbenrd's shoul-
der. He' too was tall but slenderly built, with
clear-cut visage and fair hair gleaming in the
glare. One moment 1 saw them, every feature
plain; the next they had vanished like a dream,

It was an unholy thing, no doult, yet it held
me with a shuddery fascination. Was it indeed a
portent, this rising of heretics from thelr un-
blessed graves? And why had it been shown to
me, true son of the Church? Had any one else
ever seen what 1 had seen? Maltre Jacques had
hinted at further terrors and siald no one dared
onter the place. Well, grant me but the oppor-
tunity and I would dare.

Thus was batched in my prain the notion of

quite tight, leaving a erack for my knife-blade. 1
found the hook inside, got my dagger under it and
at length drove it up. The shutter creaked shrilly
apen

A few
followed

[ found myself in a small room bare of every-

good blows knocked in the casement, 1

thing but dust. From this, once a porter's room,
I fancied, T passed out into a hallway dimly light-
od from the open window behind me. The hall

wis jarge, naved with black and white marbles; at
the end a stately stalrway mounted Into mys-
terious gloom,

My heart jumped into my mouth and I cringed
batk In terror, a choked ery rasping my throat.
For as | crossed the hall, peering into the dim-
nass, I descried gtationed on the lowest stalr with
upraised bludgeon a man.

FFor a second I stood in helpless startlement,
voleesess, motionless, walting for him to brain me,
Then my half-uttered seremwmn changed to a quaver-
ing laugh as my eyes, hecoming used to the gloom,
discovered my bogy to be but a figure carved in
wood holding aloft a long-since-quenched flam-
beau,

I hlushed with shame, yet I cannot say that now
I felt no fear. [ thought of the panic-stricken
women, the doomed men, who had fled at the
sword's point up these very stalrs, The silence
gecmed to shriek at me, and I half thought I saw
fear-maddened eyes peering out from the shad-
owed corners. Yet for all that-——nay, because of
that—I would not give up the adventure, [ went
back Into the little room and carefully closed the
shutter lest some other meddler shouid spy my
misdaeed. Then I set my feet on the stalr.

If the half-light before had been full of eery
terror it was naught to the blagkness now. My
hand on the rail was damp. Yet | mounted stead-
ily.

U'p one flight T climbed, groped in the hot dark
for the foot of the next flight and went on, Sud-
tlenly ghova | heard a noise. | came to an instant
halt.  All was still as the tomb. 1 listened; not a
Preath broke the silence. It never occurred to me
10 imagine a rat in this house of the dead, and the
noigse shook me. With a sick feeling about my
heart 1 went on agaln,

On the next floor it was lighter.
of doors and passages were visible. I eould not
stand the sloom a moment longer; I strode Into
the nearest doorway and across the room to where
a gleam of brightness outlined the window., My
shaking fingers found the hook of the shutter and
fung it wide, letting fn a burst of honest sunshine,
I leaned out into the free alr and saw below me
the Rue Coupejarrets and the sign of the Amour
de Dieu,

The next instant a cloth fell over my face and
was twlisted tight; strong arms pulled me back and
a deep volee commanded:

“Close the shutter,”

Some one pushed past me and shut it with a
clang,

“Devil take you! You'll rouse the qu‘u‘tor."crl(:d
my captor, fiercely, yet not lond., “Go join mon-
slour”  WIith that he picked me up in hig arms
and walked across the room. '

The capture had been so quick I had no time for
outery., I fought my best with him, half strangled
a8 I was by the cloth., I might as well have strug-
gled pgalust the grip of the Maiden, The man car-

Faint outlines

ried mo the length of the houae, it scomed; flung
me down upon the floar and bangsd a door on e

TU.—Che Three Men In the Window.

TORE the cloth from my hend and sprans

up. I was In plteh darkness, I dashed

agalnst the door to no availl. Fealing the

walls 1 dlscovered myself to be {n a small,

empty closat, With all my force I flung

myself once more upon the floor. It stocd
him,

“Dame! but I have got into a plekle,” I thought.

There wera no ghosts, at all evants, Scared as I
was, 1 rejolced at that. I could cope with men, but
who cun cope with the devil? These might be vil-
lalns—doubtiess were, skulking In this deserted
houge—yet with readiness and pluck I could escapo
them.

It was as hot as a furnace In my prison and as
stlil as the grave. The men, who seemed by thelr
footsteps to be several, had gone cautiously down
the stalrs after caging me. BEvidently I had given
them a fine fright, clattering through the house es
I had, and even now they wore looking for my ace
complices.

1t seemed hours before the faintest sound broke
the stillness. If ever you want to squeeze away a
man’s cheerfulness like water from a rag shut him
up alone in the dark and silende, He will thank
you to take him out Into the daylight and hang
him. In token whereof my heart welcomed like
brothers the men returning.

They came into the room, and I thought they
were three In number. I heard the door shut, and
then steps approached my closet,

“Have a care now, monsieur; he may be armed,”
spoke the rough volce of u man without breeding.

“Doubtices he carries a culterin up his sleeve,”
sneered the deep tones of my captor.

Some one elge laughed and rejoined in a clear,
quick voice:

“Natheless, he may have a knife. T wlill open
the door, and do you look out for him, Gervais."

1 had a knife and had it in my hand, ready to
charge for freedom. But the door opened slowly
and Gervals looked out for me—to the effect that
my knife went one way and I another before T
could wink. I recled agalnst the wall and stayed
there, cursing myseif for a fool that I had not
trusted to fair words instead of to my dagger,

“Well done, my brave Gervals!"” cried he of the
vivid voice—a tall, fair-haired youth whom I had
seen before. So had [ seen the stalwart blackbeard
Gervals. The third man was older, a common-
looking fellow whose face wus new to me. All
three were in thelr shirts on account of the heat:
all were plain, even shabby, in their dress, But
the two young men ware swords at their sides.

The half-opened ghutters overhanging the court
let plenty of llght into the room, It had two straw
beds on the floor and a few old chalre and gtools,
and a table covered with dishes and broken food
and wine bottles. More bottles, riding boots, whips
and spurs, two or three hats and saddle-bags and
various odds and ends of dress littered the floor
and the chalre. Everything wis of mean quality
except the bearing of the two young men, A gens-
tleman I8 a gentleman even in the Rue Coupejar-
‘nts—all the more, maybe, In the Rue Coupejar-
re1s. These two were gently Lorn,

The low man with searred face held off from me,
He whose name was Gervals confronted me with
an angry scowl. Yeus-gris alone--for so 1 dubbed
the third from his gray eyes, well open under dark
brows—Yeux-grig looked no whit alarmed or ane
gerad: the only emotion to be read in his face was
a gy Interest as the blackavised Gervals put me
quest.ons.

“How came you here? What are you ahout?”

“No harm, messieurs,” I made haste to protest,
ruing my stupidity with that dagger, “I cllmbed
in at a window for sport. I thought the house wus
deserted.”

He clutched my
screamed for pain,

*“The truth now.
tell the truth.”

“Monsieur, it i& the truth.
chief; that was the whole of it.
breaking in upon you or any oue.
house was haunted.”

“Who gald that?"

shoulder till I could have

If you value your life you will
I came in idle mis-

I had no notion of
They sald the

“Maitre Jacques at the Amour de Dien -
He stared at me {n surprise,
“What had you been asking about this houge?"

Yeux-grig, louneing against the table, struck in:
“1 can tell you that mysalf. He told Jarques he

gaw us in the window last night, IMd you not?"
“Aye. monsieur, The thunder woke me, and

when I looked out 1 saw you plain as day. But
Maitre Jacques said it was a viston.”

“1 flattered myself I saw you first and got that
shutter closed very mneatly,” sald Yeux-gris,
“Dame! I am not so clever as [ thought. So old
Jacques called us ghosts, did he?”

“Yes, monsieur. He told me this house helongod
to M. Bethune who was & Huguenot and killed in
the massacre."”

Yeux-gris burst into joyous laughter,

‘He sald my house belonged to the Bethunes!
Well played, Jacques! You owe that gnllant e to
me. Gervals, and the pains | took to make him
think us Navarre's men. He Is heart and soul for
Henri Quatre. Did he say, perchance, that in.this
very courtyard Coligny fell?"

“No,” sald I, seeing that I had been fooled and
had had all my terrors for naught, and feeiing
much chagrined thereat, “How wus [ to know it
was a lie? I know naught about Puaris. ! came up
vesterday from St, Quentin.”

“St. Quetin!' eame a cry from the henchman,
With a tlerce “Be quiet, fool!" Gervais turned to
me and demanded my name,

“Felix Broux."

*“Who sent you here?”

“Monsleur. no one."

‘“You le."

Again he gripped me by the shoulder, gripped till
the tears stood In my eves.

“No one, monsieur; I swear it."”

“You will not speak! I'll make yvou, by heaven.”™

He geized my thumb and wrist to bend one back
on the other, torture with strength such as his,
Yeux-gris sprang off the table, ‘

“Let alone, Gervais! The boy's honest.”

“He is a spy.”

“He 18 a fool of a countsy boy. A spy in hob-
nafled shoes, torssoth! No spy ever behaved as he
hag, [ said when you first seized him he was no
spyv, I say it again, now I hafe heard hisg story.
He saw us by chance, and Maltre Jacques's bogy
story spurred him on instead of kKeeplng him off,
You are a fool, my cousin.”

“Pardieu! it Is you who are the fool,” growled
Gervals, “You will bring us to the rope with your
cursed easy ways., If he Is a spy it means the
whole erew are down upon us,"”

“What of that?”

“Pardlen! {8 it nothing?"

Yeux-grig returned with a touch of haughtiness:

“It {s mothing. A gentleman may llve in his
own house."

Gervais looked as if he rememberad something,
He sald much less boisterously:

“And do you want monsieur here?"

Yeux-gris flushed red.

“No," he cried, “but you may be easy,
not trouble himself to come,"

Gervals regarded him silently an instant ag (¢
he thought of several things he did not say. What
he did say was: “You are a palr of fools, you and
the boy. Whatever he came for he has spled an
us now, He shall not live to carry the tale of gg '*

“Then you have me to kill as well!"

Gervals turned on him snarling. Yeux-gris!ai4
& hand on his sword 'hilt,

“T will not have an innocent lad hurt. I was not
bred a rufan,” he cried hotly, They glared nat
each other, Then Yeux-gris with a sudden ex.
clamation, “Ah, bah, Gervals!" broke into laugh-

He will
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Now this merriment was a heart-warming thin },"



